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By AUGUSTUS THOMAS.

Y earllest recollections blend |
M with incidents of the \l\ll|

war, Among them are my
mother trying to hide her tears as my |
the orderly who holds the second horse
with the brass bound =addle wmost as‘
deep as the baby's cradle; and summer
nighta, as, kneeling, my mother holds
me In her arms by the open window|
while we both listen to an n\m-qnmpl
amd rhythmic beat somewhere in the
distance which she tells me is "l!:f||
troops' and explains how their feet |
all striking the ground at the same
time make that sound.

It was the heart throbts of a bLicad-
ing natlon.

I remember the bitterness in the
Missourl Legislature, where I was
page boy some years later, when a
orash would ovcur between a Republi-
can and a Democrat suspected of hav-
ing been a Copperhead, As a page Loy
in Washington in 1870 1 noted the dis-
trust and sometimea the odium that
attached itself to the conduct of the
bandsome and distinguished looking|
but sinister Fernando Wood, and 1
plcked up the frequent whisper of'
Copperhead. As o youth I saw elec- |
tions in Missour! whers the cry of|
Copperhead produced cleavages and
alignments as metalllc as the name|
itsolf; and quite as late as the Froesi-|
donqr of Grover Cleveland Copperhead
was an epithiet as scarifying as thut
of convict,

When 1 read Mr. Landis's book “The |
Glory of His Country" 1 found nol
exaggeration in the sustained hatred !
for the central flgure who was sup- |
posed to have been a Copperhead and
I understand the reported feeling that |
bad burned unabated for nearly forty
Years. [ remembered Gen. Grant's
prediction that such would be the con-
dition and hls statement to the effect
that no man's political career had aur-
w¥ived his oppasition to a popular war.
All those facts and thelr parallels in
the present situation made me believe
that not only might & play be written
that would have popular appeal but
that a patriotic service might be
thereby rendered. I speak of & patri-
otic service because to most men writ-
ing now this terrible war has thrown
them quite out of adjustment with
thelr usual work, and it s possible to
have real enthusiasm only when some
part of the work that one does under-
take lends {tself toward helping In
#ome way to the victory for which we
all hope.

No man Is such a prisoner as one
who is caught up and held bound by
an idea, and when the idea is & wrong
one It takes often a pretty rude shock
to shake him out of it. Many of the
Copperheads of 1861 were sincere.
Many of our present Copperheads ure
sincere, and the fact that they are in
the minority means little to them when
they think they are right. But if by a
parallel borme out by history they can
be shocked into a consclousnesa of the
unbioly quality of the thing they are
doing it Is possible that they may bLe
&llenced, if not reformed, Mr. Landis's
book had the double value of address-
ing tue present situatlon by resem-
blance and not by direct accusation.
Much of the value of .Esop's and La
Fontaine's fables is that, llke ready
made clothing, they may be adjusted
to any wearer that they come pear
fitting without humlliating lilm by
measuring him for the garment, And
T rather folt that a war play of 1861
would ba better patriotle propaganda
than a war play with our soldiers of
the present day, which would look
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than it would like & dramu.

| more like a bit of newspaper rt-pnrtlngl release

of Lem Tollard from Joliet
| penitentiary, whers the latter lhins been

1 am feMictant to write of the play | Incarceratad alnce the affuir of the
ind not at the same time to express murder of members of the Sheriffs

my uppreclation of Mr.
wonderful performuance,

long stretches in his ;l..-f..mnnu

when It seems to me a reality rather | Shanks about Tollard's relense.

Hurrymore' || posse in Kentuchy.
Hetter even | Randall
father goes down the front stalirs to'"'""“ the prompter, | know cach line | Madellne's physiclan,
| that he (= golng to spenk, yet there are | @nd thalr efforts have just brought

Thilip and n Dr.
of Chileago, who has been
had alded him,

success, Dr. Randall has come to sce
Mean-

than an assumption, and I have been | time Philip has won Madeline's con-

gratified to find that the opinion of aj] | 8ent to marry him,

anticlpating the

with whom I have talked who Im\m"‘“"wr‘ also a sultor, by wabout ten

seen it | minutes. Shanks arrives from the vil.

e lage just on the heels of the doctor's
“The Copperhead” s divided Into | liscomfiture,

two epochs. The fArst I8 in the -:-rinn Shanks— Sit  down, doctor, How

of 1861, Just after the President has| 0 you think Madellne's looking?

called for 75,000 volunteers, The men Ruandall - Looking ? Why, hear

of the little village have all responded | UreAkingly happy, sir.

o the call—ull except Mt Shunks Fhanks —Heart breaking?

The women are busy making uniforms Madeline -~ He's laughing at  me

for the soldlers, moulding bullets, &o larru.nd;n:g because I've been [oollsh

Grandma Perley, aged T4, who hus jost | - DOURH to tell him a secret. but I

relatives In every war the United "ot let him laugh at you too; I'm

States has engaged In up to that time, | “NEaged, grandpa.

encounters Bhanks's son Joey, who has Shanks (unhuappy at the ldea that

been drilling with the valunteers | the man s Randal) —Why-—

moulding bullets, As he I1s only 18 his|

mother has not given her consent to
his enlisting.
Grandma —Is that you, Joey?
Joey—Yes'm.
Grandma—Where's yvour ma?
Joey—Sewing—Inside,

Grandme—You seem crosa about
sumpin'?
Juey—1I want to be drillin' and they

detailed me doin' this,

Grandma—Drillin'?

Joey—Yea,

Grandma—*"Detalled” ye? Have you
| volunteered?

Joey—You bet I've volunteered,

Gmndma (in approval)—Well, then
you go drill—1'll do that for yvou.

Joey—Maybe you wouldn't Know
how, Mre. Perley.

Grandma—Yes, I would.

Juey (explalning)—This s hot lead
A drop of It'll burn right thm' yer
shos befora you kin klck it off,

Grandma—I1 know.

Joey—You pour it In these holes
with this fron spoon.

Grandma—Lord, boy, dan't teach yer
gran'mother how to suck algs! 1
mowded byllets fer Andrew Jackson.
Where's your knife to trim 'em?

Joey—This is It.

Grandma—All right. Run along and
drill.

Josy (with sample)—But these ain't
exactly bullets, They're minnle balls.
That ring round 'em Is to fosten the
paper cattridgs on tn. Here's one
with the cattridge on It

Grandma—I know all about it. And
the ring holds mutton taller that turns
into verdy grease—an' you can't volun-
teer unlesas ye got front teeth ter tear
the cottridge paper to let the powder
out when you ram the cottridge home.

Josy—That's right, Grandma.

Grandma—In 1812 every man had a
powder horn. This iear of the pow-
der fastened right on the bullet s
twice as quick,

Joey—And the sharp nose on the
bullet makes ‘em go further,

Grandma—Let a Yankee alone fer
Inventions. Go on and drlll, my boy!

Joey—Thank you, Grandma,

fFnter Ma [Mra. Bhanks]—&he 0 &
teautiful, dark haired drudge. Bhe
carries a coat).

Ma—Where are golin', Joey?

Joey—Ter drill.

Ma-—I want you.

Joey (going)—They aln't time, Ma
now—honest, they aln't! (Jxit)
Grandnia—I«t him  alone, Mre

Bhanks. I told him I'd sp€ll him at
these moulds, It's women's work, any.
how, al war times
Ma—You're spollin’ him.
Grandma—A boy ‘'at wants ter vol-
untesr has A right ter be spolled
some!

ACT 111,

The second epoch of “The Copper-
head" is lald In the early '80s, Shanks
has suffered forty years of ostraciam
from the neighbors. His only human tie
is with his granddaughter, Madeline
King, the daughter of the little Elsie
of the first epoch. Madeline, now In
her twenties, has been away from her
grandfather since she waa 1I years
old, In Bostgn, her achool terms being
financed there by a Mra. Manning,
who had come to the little middle
Western viliage, now grown to n con-
sidernble wmized town, from Hoaton.
Mrs, Munning haa a son, Phillp, a lit-
tla older than Madeline. The young
people are In love with each other,
Philip has gone into the Legislature,
largely on the advice of old Shanks,
who meea in the young lawyer a re-
remblance to the dead young soldier
Joey., Madeline does not know all the
unsavory chuaracter of her grand-
father's reputation with his neighbors.
Madeline for the past year or two has
been following the cureer of ainger ina
Chicngo church, Bhe {8 now a candi-
dits for a teacher's place In the local
srhools.  Philip's mother is In charge
of the campalgn to place her in the
wthiool hoard's service. Newt Gillesple
hins continued the most inveterate and
bitter of Shanka's enemies. Glileapie's
daughter {s Madeline's competitor for
the school teacher's place. Bhanks
meantime has been working for the

A

EAD"

Don't you fret

welf. (To Madeline.)
about me.
Randall—You say Logan sat in this
chulr?
Shanks—Yex, Fightin' John.
Randall—Was your son with Logan?
Hhanks—With Grant.
Randall—Killed at Vicksburyg.
Bhanks—You heared of Joey?
Mudeline—Yeos, grandpa.
Bhunks—Oh, yens. Vicksburg.
Randall—A hard slegs, 1 belleve.
Bhanks—Grant dldn’t push it
Randall—Didn't he?
Bhanks—No,
Randall—Tell me about It.
Bhanks—It's all as fresh ns yester-
day. You see, the' country'd been
walting fur Grant ter-do sumpin’. (As
the glint of madness comes in 8hanka's
eyes Madellne puts her handa together
In distress,. Randall gestures sllence.)

Randall—Walting for Grant.

Shanks—Yes, 8o I went dawn there
myself, 1 sez to him, "What's the de-
lay, General™' 1 pecollec’ he was set-
In' on a Yamp stool smokin', and—

Madeline (goes to him)—Granpa.

Bhanks (fesling her touch)—Yes,
dear.

Madeline—You were here when they
brought Uncle Joey's body home,
weren't you? Here with granma.

Bhanks—Yes, here.

Madellne—Then you couldn’t have
been at Vickesburg., could you?
(Brushes his halr back.)

Mndellne — That's just the dream
agrin, Granpa—the dream.

Shanks (pause—to Randall) — Ever
have a dream that way? Takes hold
0" you perfect—till sumpin' bringg you
out of It

andall-
tle. Yen.

Shanks—I1t's all right, dearte. Fx-
‘use me. 1'll be all right In A minute,

fiosm up to fence.)

Madellne—1 had to Interrupt him—
it hurts me so when that delusion
(omes over him.

Handall -Ever violent with 1t?

Madeline—Never—axcited a little in
telling it—1 used to belleve him when
I was a child. Take a walk with me?
i Shunks returns.)

Handall—Yes—If you wish it,

Madeline—1'll get a hat,

Shanks—And yer letter, Doctor—

ml o excited me some—brought

whk old times,

tandall—Made you happy T hope,

Shanks—I can’t tell you how much.
I'he pore feller's been in there thirty-

ght lomg years—and night and day
I ve theught about him—been workin®
bn hia case thirty vears—Afteen dif-

crent Legislutures,

Randall—8til], his first sentence was
Teath.

Shanks—War times, Doctor — and
wnr time hate, If he'd just had on &
differunt sult of clothies when we got

I know about them, a lit-

Madeline—To I'hilip Manning.

Bhanks—To Phllip—well, I'm huppy
too. That—(to Randall) thuat'li keep
her hare—(to Madeline) unless you

go to Washington. (To Randnily. The
young man's in the Leglsluture,  Fact
you've heard him talk to your coms
mission.

Rtandall (nodding)—1I met him here
to-day.

Shunks -— Engaged! Bo you don’t
care anything about the teacher's po-
sitlon then?

Madeline—Oh, but I do—nll the more

—a0 that Phillp shan’t feel too sure
about it. (All laugh.)

Shanks—I reckon you've reen her
more'n her grandfather has livin' In
Chicago.
aelf — what do you do here, Mr.
Shanks, when ahe's awny?

Shanks—Well—1 read—an’ I think
considerable—an' 1 cook some—for
myself—besldes a good deal of it's
habit.

Randall — Yes, these machines of
ours are very adjustable things.

BEhanks—Machines?

Randall—Our bodies.

Bhanks—Yes, but [ calculate It's
more a4 man's jdeas—how he thinks,
Auvtomoblles go long thiut road nuw,
but I've seen cavalry ridin' Ly in the
'G0m, un' cannons, four hosses to ‘emn—
Gen, Logan—"Fightin' John" they
called him—rested hisself {n that chaly
ver aittin' in. Madeline's grundmother
Eive him & drink o' water,

Randall—Madeline' grundmother?

Ehanks—My wife —dend now, An'
when nothin's goin’ by I kin see John
I.ogan an’ his calvary plainer than I
set the automoblles—how do you ‘count
for that?

Randall-—Deeper Impressions,

Bhanks—Madeline's mother played
roun' under them lllac bushes—Made-
lino played under 'em—somehow 1 see
tho mother clearast—an' along in Moy,
when the smell of 'em comis In the
winder—'bout sundown—why I can't
Aay it makes me downheartad 'xactly-—
but if 1 was & woman, by thunder, 1'd
Jer' cry—1 reckon, (Emlles.)

Madeline—Dear Granps, [ won't
lenve you alone #0 much any mors,

Bhanks -— Nonsenas! Why she's
spent years in Boston preparin’ her-

4

—I've got to be perfectly independent

Randall—It must be lonely by your- |
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Inter that fght—he'd been a prisoner
*' wur and set free in two years - jiat
ux Phillp Manning salil ter yer boned,

Randall—Does Taollard find any of
hia old friends living?

Shanks—He ain’t been here to my
knowledge.

Handall—Hasn't?

Bhunks—Your latter was the firat
| hint 1 had he was free

Randall—It must have startied you,

Shanks—Don’'t tell her,

Randall—1 won't
| Bhanks—8he knowes the folks here
hive been ngidnst me purty hard—
|but I've kept all that prison talk and
| —wentence o' death busineas ont her
| life—and I'm gonna see Tollard first
an' tell him not ter tulk ‘cause If he
| mn't got any place else ter go, I plan
ter take him in here—yes, sir.

Randall (glves hand) —You're a
Christian gentleman, Mr, Bhanks

Branks (shakes hand)—Some back-
| alldin'~—1 used horrible languuge Jdurin’
the war. (Enter Glllesple In Grand
Army uniform.)

Cillleaple—3hanke.

Shanks—Well, New!

(#llesple—Bury ?

Bhanks—I've got a friend visitin'
hera.  (Enter Madeline.)

Madellne—I'm golng to walk up and
meet Mrs, Manning, Granpa.

Cilllesple—That's her—ain't ?

Shanks—Madoline, this s Mr. Newt
Gilllespie,

Madelino—How do you do, sir?

Cilllesple—Elsie's daughter?

Bhanks—Yaos,

Glllesple—1 knowed yer grand-
mother, young woman.

Madeline—I never suw her.

Glllesple—Well, anybody ‘at ever

did would a knowed she was your
grandmother. Don't lemmea keep you
—because us men have some business,

Madeline—We'll gn then—<come doc-
tor. (Doctor ppens gate, exita with
Madesline.)

Glllesple—I don't call on you yery
of"en, Miit,

Bhanks— No.

Glllesple—RBut I ain't like Hardy -1
aln't tongue tied.

ACT 1V,
Bhanks, fearful for Madeline's hap-
piness, rescives to tell the truth about
his real sympathies and loyalty dur-

ing the war. Madsline has broken her
enpagement to Phillp. But he will
not agree. The scene (s the aitting
room of Bhanks's humble and rather
grim home. Old Bhanks has assem-
bied Captain now Col. Hardy, Glllespls,
Mra. Manning, Phillp and Dr. Itandall
and begins his justification:

Mrs, Manning—I've just got to be
stralghtforward with you, Mr., Bhanks,

Bhanks—Best way-—aliern—if yo kin
—straightforward!

Mra. Manning—Were you ever—
convicted on a criminal charge?

Bhanks—Once,

Mrs. Manning—That man sald the
penitentlary.

Gillesple —And I sald 8o too.

Mrs. Manning—I hate to add a mo-
ment to your unhappiness, Mra.
Bhanks. I'm perfectly willing to con-
cede that there was msome mistake
about {t—that you were probably in-
nocent of the charge, but—

Bhanks—No, 1 took 'em—me and
rome othar fellers workin® for the
South. Them was war times, recol-
lec’, an' they wanted the hormes fur
Juhn Mosby In Kentucky. °‘f I'd been
In the army it'd been all right, but 1
was—1 wasan't in the army. So—

Mra. Manning—You must belleve 1
haven't meant to hurt you, Mr
Bhankns,

Bhanks—Course,
about yer boy.

Mrs. Manning —~That's all,

Phillp—Never mind about me.

Bhanks—That's all 'at matters now.
I don't care abhout myself. Two other
fellers was convicted ‘long with me,
One of ‘em’'s gone now; you saw the
othier one to-day, so 1 don't have to
soy anything for them. But 1 would
~—Folka called 'em “copperheads” but
they thought they was workin' fur
their country, same aa folks on the
other wide. (irant understood. He
gave every feller hin slde arms and his
hosa at Appomatax. Grant sald:
"You'll need the horses, boys, to plant
yer cropa” That's what Abe Lincoln
would o' sald oo, Er—Borry, Philip—
awful sorry.

Phllip — Over fifty years ago, Mr.
Shanks. It's a damned shame to dig
It up now. There's A moral statute of
limitations and 1 hope that in Afly
years I'll have as clean a heart.

Bhanks—He—he umsed to put his
hands on my shoulders too. 1 wiah
Hardy'd come—but there’s something
we kin do while we're walting. (Has
gone to desk—gels old revolver In
Laper, unwraps IL. There s a tlug
on iL)

Mra. Manning—1Is that loaded?

8hanks—Four barrels—yes.

Gillleaple—I didn't bring any gun.

Shanksa—~You kin have this one,
Newt. (To Madeline.) Denrle, git the
corkscrew for me. (Madelina goea for
old folding corkscrew in buffet )

Phillp—Mrs, Shanka,

SBhunks—At my trial this was
marked exhibit B. Two barrels fired,
The rest are just asm we left ‘em.
Take that corkscrew, Philip, und pull
out the wads and the powder, 'cause
they never was any bullets In ‘em. [
didn't say that at the trial, ‘cause 1
didn't want to lay the blame all on the
others—but I ain’'t & murderer, Made-
line,

Madeline-—Of
dear,

Gilleaple - You've hed thirty-eight
years ter git put the bullels yerself,

Shanks—That's so—and [ only want
to convince Madeline about that. ['ve
never told her a story,

Philip—1 belleve you, too,

Glllesple — Well, 1 don't—and It's
time for your school board meeln’,
Mrs. Manning. (Enter Hardy.)

Shanks—Come (n, Col. Hurdy, come
in, sir. Sit down, Mrs, Manning. A
short horse |s msoon curried, and my
businesa won't keep the men standin’
leng. 8it down, Maddy, dear—you
Kin stan’ by her. Phillp. (Pause as
Eroup armnges |tself.) Doctor Ran-
dall, Philip, Col. Hardy and me was
boys together, Our Congressman give
me an appolntment to Weat Point, but
Tom Hardy ought o' had it. Besides
twasn’'t convenlent fur me to go to
West FPoint jest then, so [ reaigned it
fur him. 'Fore that, we went together
te a schiool whers Abe Lincoln come
and talked to us. We both Knowed
Fim from that time until hes was
rlected Fresident—ain't that so, Col
Hardy ?

Hardy—Yes.

Hhanks (gets Lincoln mask from
mantel, blows dust from {t)— Lincoln!
We was together at his house 'fore he
sturted for Washington. A sculpture
man was there to tuke a plaster paris
mudel of his face. Most folks think
this I8 & after death thing, but Col
Hardy and me saw It took— Jes’
throwed the soft pluster on his face
And let it get hard. Lincoln was sittin’
Im & armchalr like you are. (To Mra,
Manning.) In this box—(gets It from
desk)—where I have my letters and
keapsakes (s & model of Lincoln's hand
—the hand that wrote the emuncipa-
tion of slavery. (Pause.) The sculp-
ture man sent me thesa hisself., so
they're genuine. That stick's a plece
of broomhandle Lincoln sawed off
while Volk—(reads name on cast) —
that waa the sculpture fellsr's name -
while Volk was mixin' plaster in a
washbowl. (Shows hand by his own.)
Blgger man 'n me every way. (Pause.)
All of the statues of Lincoln nowadays
Is copled from this—(pause) o you
fae we knowed him, (Pause) Then
the war broke out. Hardy tuk a vow
to support his country. 1 took one to
destroy It. Hardy's company marched
off—my Joey, only 18, along with ‘em.
His mother leant agin the fence an'
the women fanned her—an’, my God—
he looked llke a soldler! (Regards
ploture of Joey ) (To Phillp.) You
wan probably thinner at 18 yerself,

Phillp—Yes, I was.

Shanuks—1 waa peekin' from some
bushes—cud o' almaost teched him as
they marched by—(pause)—Dblue evea
—{(To Mre. Manning., Pause.)—His
mother never sald a word—cried quite
& spell. Well, us Knights o' the Golden
Circle—

Glllesple—Copperheads——

Shanks (pause)—Golden Clrele—we
sent help to the Bouth—all we could—
and we pizened cattle; and T went to
Richmond — Virginny — twict. Time
weant on, an' Vickaburg come, and one
night a feller came Into town on & box
car and come up Lo our gate

“When'd you hear from Joe?" sez he.

“Last week,” T sex,

“How was he?'" sez he.

“All right,” I scz, and he sez; “Joe's
dead” (Pause. To Madellne)—1I kin
88 yer grama yet, a cryin’ by the well,
pettin’ the corner of it where Joey'd
been. BHym' by 1 leant over to tech
her, but she drawed away a-tremblin’
and a-sayin': “"For Gawd's sake, Milt
Bhanks, yer unclean'!” (Pause. Tu
Mrs, Manning, his mother—(pause)—
two or three days she was pinin'—with
her face again the letters he'd wrote
home, and then (pause)—an’' the two
~—her and Joey—was buried at the
same Uime. (Pause)—At the church—
instead of the troubls I expectisd from

Yer Jist thinkin'

course . You Aren‘t,

the neighbors, they was all strange

like an’ kind, ‘cept when 1 want to look
at the pine coffin, underneath the flag
where Josy was. Newt Glllesple took
me by the arm and sald (pause): You
tell 'em, Nowt, what you sald to me.

tillesple—l1 hev told ‘em—more'n
once,

Shanks—Tell her. Bhs never henrd
| X

Gillesple—1'd give my word fore he
died.

Shanks (to Madeline)—1Iiis word to
Joey,

Gillespie-——Yeoa, He #ald: “IT you take
me back don't let him ses me. If he
only fought on the other nide I'd bin
prowd, even If he'd been the one that
shot me -but no copperhead.” An' 1
did. Right in the church T Jea' tuk
him by the arm and sald: "It was his
particular last request”—qulet llke a8
I'm talkin' now, and led him out o' the
church., An', by God, 1'd do it again!

Madeline—Oh, grandpa!

Shanks—That left only little Elkle,
yer ma—an' she was so little I couldn't
leave her alone, and I was carryin’ her
on my arm, Newt Gillesple was the
only man ‘at spoke to me-—and in the
whaoke United Btates—yes, In the whole
world—only one man wrote to me,
(Pause.) [ kep' his letter—natural
(getn letter from box)—I'm gontn usk
Col. Hardy ter read it. (Takes letter
from old flag and hands it open to
Hardy.) Careful, Colonel. It's a keep-
sake with me. An' then that's all I've
got to say. If 'twasn't for Madeline
and Philip—and 1 know they're lovin’
each other and separatin'--—

Hardy—My God! Who's crazy—jyou
or [—MIIt S8hanks! Milt Shanka!

Randall—What is it, Colonel.

Ehanks—Read [t, Col. Hardy.

Hardy (reads)—

"EXEcUTive MANBION,
“WasniNGToN, April 11, 1845,
“Mr, Milton Shanks, Millville:

“Dear MiLt: Lee's purrender enda |t |
all. I cannot think of you without a
sense of gullt, but it had to be. [ alone
know what yvou did, and, even mora,
what you endured. I cannot reward
you—man cannot reward anything
worth while—there is only One who
can,

“l send you a flag handkerchief.
(Bhanks unconsclously touches the
fiag.) It is not new, but you will prize
it the more for that. I hope to shake
your hand some time.

“Your friend,
“A. Lixoouw.”
8hanks—Cplonel, do you recollec’ the
time you druv me to the traln in
Mareh o' '617

Hardy—Very well.
look at cattle.

Bhanks—That's what 1 told you. I
wuz called to Washington by Lincoln,
an' two daya later, at night, in his
library — White House -— ha nnlkr\d|
over to'erd a4 winder, and, without |
turning round he says: “Milt—"
(Pause.) I"unny I remamber a clock
tickin' on the mantelplece— (Pause.)
I mez: "Mr. Presldent——" (Pause.)
“Milt, how much do you love your
country?" (Pause.) "1 cahllate I'd die
fur 1t,” 1 sez. (Bhades head.) “Thou-
enhds o boys I8 g.crvin’ 1o do that”
Then he turned round., “Would you
give up sumpin' more'n e « Pause)
“Try me.” 1 gez. The I'resident run
his lunds thry his hair an’ went ong
"It means 1o be odious in the eyes of
men and women—ter eat yer heuart cut
—aulone—fer you can't tell yver wife—
ner chile—ner friend.” (Pause.) *Go
on' 1 wez, (Pause)  “The South-
ern  eympathizers are organizing
in wur State — really worse than
the wsoldlers. 1 want you ter jine
them Knights o' the Golden Clrcle—ter
be one of them—a copperhead! their
leader, if you kin, 1 need you, MilL
Yer country needs you' (Pause.)
Hadn't been two minutes since he was
lamin', but he lifted his hands, and {t
sermed we wuz the only folks in the

You went to

world — (pause) and that Jock —
ipause) funny [ remember that.
tPause.) “I'll do It," 1 sex  (Pause )

He tuk a little flag out o' his pocket

like as not this very one—and put i
on the table lke I'm puttin'it, (Puuse.)
“As Chlef Magistrate of the nation |
muster you Inter the nation's service.”
he sald, He lald my hand where the
biue 15 and all the stars, and put his

hand over mine. Only open, of course
—iU'sea his own hand) and sald
nuthin’— (pauee) Jes' look In my

eyes—an’ looked— (pause. Nods.) Well
I jined them. (Pause ) 1t was terrilile,
when I couldn't tell the boy— (Looks
at Philip) when he marched off. (To
Mra, Manning)—Sixteen, You know—
blue eyes— (Pause. Madellno takes Niis
hand and kisses t)—It ruined the
Governor that pardoned mie out o

DORIS IAHII’JN 2R

Jollet, where 1 was convicted to,

I've allers figured he had lis orders
from Washington—same as me—an’
An' even when

couldn't talk about it,

Vickshurg come and Joey was d

why, the war wasn't over,
Marvdy—Hut, damn It

you told?

Shanks—<Told who? Couldn’t

Joey or his mother, and, with them
gone—everything else seemed wso—so0
Only now, when it's seperat-
Philip an' spollin’ her elec-

ureless,
in' her an'
tlon—in the School Board——

Hardy—Her election!

(Gillesple grlis Shanka's coal.)

Handall-—=What are you dolng?

Gllleaple —~Take that off.
don't belong on me.

Bhanks —Newi—-not yer Grand A
coat!

Glllesple—@Git in It. Git in (L.

ought to have worn it more than forty
(Gouens to door,

years, Iiere’'s the hat.
carrying Bhanks's coat.) Bring
to that meetin'. I'm a damn fool,
by God, 1 aln't no skunk! (Exit.
Madellne—Oh, Grandpa!

Bhanks (loving the coat)—The blue

—Madeline, the blue!
Randall—The hat, Mr, S8hanks!'
Shanks-—An' the cord round It.

they was only a lookin' glass,
Mrs, Manning—Come, Colonel,
(Hardy crosses to Bhanks. The

men joln hands In speechless emotlon

4 moment.)
Bhanks (forglving)—Tom!

with flag.) All right, now, to carry
this. ain't 1t?
Phillp--1 should say it was!

Bhanks—God!
hey friends again'

al!lt ll:“l‘('l‘l

In all these
years we've despised you, why hav

Why, damn
I, that story'd elect o wooden Indlan!

This coat

(Hardy
pats Bhanka's shoulder and moves on

It's wonderful—to
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